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he stood in front of us that morning. cocked his
elbows at right angles an.l hollered: "'Ten-
shun! Fow-wud! M-u-c-h!" well, wemarcl

And he t< n ¦'.. two steps 1 iack-
ward, twirled round on his
hee! stiff as a peg.and then
.whee-te-whoo. ker-bo
te-oodle! we gr.t the mu

It was always the same I
that we marched oul
Starks with.heads in all the
windows to watch us: and
that tune seemed to sing this
over and over to me in words:
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Byron "Tickin| i1 Cass C le, who
a Byron selectman, wore made

bed-ticking up to the lied And
as those names are not es] hed by the
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up for past mistakes and errors of
judgment. We all know that Mose
Britt was always all right, and
being a fair man, I'm wilhng to
admit that Sile Cole was too.
When we wheeled into the mus-

ter-ground at Eustisthat forenoon,
after a ten-mile march. the Byron
i ars, Captain Sile Cole ahead. were

itist coming down their cross-road,
and the two companies
almost bumped each
other. We wanted to

bump each other. To
want to fight Ticking-
ites when we saw 'em
v.as as natural a. it is
for bulldogs to growl
and tackle. In those
days, every boy in Starks
and Byron. as soon as

he was big enough to

go in swimming in the
river. shouted insult an<l
contumely acr >ss the sil¬
ver tide. Between the
two shores there was a

debatable island about
as big as a flapjack that
the larger boys of Starks
and Byron met upon and
foughl over and took
and lost and retook, year
after year _rr grand-
fathers used t.. tl.. that.
And when we got t.. I e
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.eadyto roil like mud at the bottom
up, at the look or v ord.

But we notic. ething especially
the look. of Captain Mose Britt and Cap1

morning. The moment they
ht of each other at the head of their

ls thev began to chew their lips and s

¦'Any shipwreeks in
nigh. Caj 'n Mose Britl "

Captain Sile Cole,
the corner of his lip cocked

in a sneer.

"Yes, a schooner loaded
with ng, all of which

is consigned to Tailor Snip
Peter in your

n for pants'
: -...-tis. Cap'n
Then our mu¬

sic struck up,
" Here We Come
From Old Starks
Lighthouse," and

"Bought
'Em in Byron,
Hooray-Hoorah!''
.as we always
translated their
tune, and both
companies marched onto the
muster-ground, shouldering
and elbowing each other and

growing madder every
minute. as you might
say, singing our little
chorus to the key our

Captains had pitched.
The usual program at

May training was for
Starks

Byron and Byron
to keep away
Starks. We ha«l always
realized what would ]>r> »b-

Alcander S'rout
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aMv happen. All thi farmer folk of old S
set County came to May training to have a good
time. and mixing hell-fireand gunpowderunder
their noses wouldn't have been the proper way

iking tlu:n merry on a sunny occasion.
But that dav Captain Mose Britt and Captain
Sile Cole, gritting their teeth and bristling like
bull pu] 1 to want to bump.

W.- of the old milish were taught alv:
feel just as our Captains felt, that hting a mili¬
tary duty. We all gritted our teeth and
scowled on general principles, trying to get into
the spirit of the occasion. I could see chaps
that had lieked me out on that island. and
chaps that I had lieked there could see me.


